An Ingenious Con 


A1r, Nathan Wanley to Dr, Wild, who 


was laid aſide for Nonconformty, 


O the hSright Taper uſeleſs burns 
To pitvaie and recluded Urns, 


As thou my Y/7LD while thou dclt lye 
Huzdled up in thy privacy, 

And only now and then dolſt ſend 

A Letter to thy private Friend ; 

Take once again thy Lyre, and (6 

Let thy (eleated Numbers flow, 

As when thy lolemn Muſe did prove 
To (ing the Funeral of Love; 

Or, 2s when with the Trump of fam? 
Thou did(t ſound forth great George's name, 
In ſuch a ſtrain, as might it be, 

Did ipzak thy ſelf as great ag he. 

For while great Cowley ſecks the ſhade, 
And Denhaw's noble Wit's millaid ; 
When Davnan''s veary Quill lies by, 
And yeelcs no more of Lombardy; 
While the ſweet Virgin Muſes be 

By ld led int' a Nunneiie ; 

While thus Apol's Prieſts retire, 
The Females do b:gin i aſpire, 
Pretendinz they have found a flav 

In great Apollo's Salique Lav ; 

Thele graſp at Lawrel, only due 

To ſuch as | havenam'd, and you. 


Dr, Wild to the Inzentons 
Al. Wauley. 


VI Hat jolly Shzpherds voice is this 


Would tempt me from my privace bliſs 


After his Pipz to dance, while Thunder 

Threatens to rend that Oak in (uncer, 

Under whoſe boughs in fairer dayes 

Weſate ſecure,and lang the praite 

Of our great Paz, whole care did keep 

The pleaſant Shepherds and their Sheep? 

Is this a time with wanton (trains 

To whille forth the Nymps and Swains 

To ſport and cance, while Wolf anc Fox 

Lye lurking to devour our Flocks, 

And Romes Sheep-ſtealers ready (tand 

To cive them their red letters brand ? 
Doft thou not know, my ſanguine Son, 


What th' Plague and Fire have lately done 5 


London hath ient up ſuch a ſmoke, 
As may thz Angels voices ca9ak, 
And mike t2ars big enough, to yeat 
Tzars in a d21uge, to lament 
The raging fury of that Flame, 
But more of thoſe that made the ſame, 
And waen St. Paul has loft his Quire, 
*'Twere Sactiledge to touch my Lyre, 
None but a montter Nero may 
Over a burung Cuty play, 
Not would I ting, were | a Jew, 
To pleaſe a Babyloriſh Crew, 
Now fnce the time tor (orrow Clyes, 
In this I freely temporize, 
So the bright Starrs draw in their light, 
When Clouds club for an ugly night. 
So all the Birds of Mulick fleep 
On ſtormy dayes, and hlence keep, 
So fiolt-nipt Roles droop and fall, 
Perfuming their own funerall, 
So you have ſeen a well-tun'd Lyre 
Swelling it ſelf with grief and :re. 
In gloomy air, each heart-broke ſtring 
Its own laſt pzſiing-bell doth ring. 
So when Belloza's Trumpet ſounds, 
Our ſofter Muſes Maſick drownds, 
Sir, by my many ſoes you know 
My Poetry is but ſo ſo. 
But why doſt thou diſdain or fear, 
That Female brows ſhould Laiwrel wear ? 
Halt thou forgot that Noble Tree 
It ſelf was made out of a ſhze? 
The Muſes and the Graces all 
We of the Female Gender call, 
And ſo if you have not more Care, 
You'l find they Furies likewiſe are. 
Nor would I have you wonder Why 
Out Pocts all amort do lye, 


So Pearls themſelves to (hels confine, 
And Gems in the Seas bottom ſhine, 


* 


When Claret and Canary ceaſe, 

The Wus will quickly hold their peace. 
Vintners and Poers fall together, 

If once the [vy-Garland wither, 

Sweet Cowly thought (as well he might) 
He ſhonld have ſhin'd in Pheta frghr ; 
But Clcuds appear'd, and he that made 
Account of Juno, found a ſhade ; 

And though on Davids Harp he plaid, 

The evil Spirit can't be laid: 

Thereſore the Groves and Shades he loves, 
And his own Secretary proves. 

Your next mans temples Lawrel ſcorng; 
Since greater pride his brows adorns, 

He to Pernaſs. bears no good will, 
Becauſe it proves a horned bill. 

The very thoughts whereof I dread 
Will ne're be got out of his head, 

Gondebert's filent, I ſuppoſe, 

B=cauſe his Muſe fings through the noſe, 
One ſyllable of which poor he 
Did loſe by an Apocope. | 

Wild ſayes, Kind Wanley you'r to blame, 
Amonglt theſe Swans his Gooſe to name, 
Yea though his lucky gagling yau! 

Oace helpt to ſave one Capital ; 

His /ove to Love then made him tear 
His reck, not [row, a Wieath ſhould wear, 
Next he did on a Loyal |tring 

His Georgicks and his Carols hng, 

But now becaule he cannot toot 

To Organ tunes, he's mace a mute ; 

And though alive, condemn'd to deaih : 
Therefore, dear S1ir,in vain your breath, 
Although pzrfum'd and hot dozs come, 
To blow wind in a dead mans bur ; 
Yet, as a grateſul Legacy, 

He leaves to thee his Nanrery, 

Not doubting but if need require 
Theu'lt prove an able living Fryar, 


2, Mr. IVanley to Dr. IWild, 


Hat ſullen wary Shepherds voice 
is this, 
That won*c be tempted from big 


private blus, 
But arbor'd up in Eglantine, while Thuncer 
Threatens to 1end & rive that Oak in ſunder, 
Under whoſe boughs himſelf in fairer dayes 
Did fit ſecure with us, and ſang the praiſe 
Of that great Pan,whoie watchful care did keep 
At once the pleaſant Shepherd & his Sheep ? 
I5 this a time for Shepherds to retreat, 
And ſeek out Cover:s trom the ſcorching heat ? 
Is this a time for an »g/orzons ſloth 
To hug it ſelf, not daring to peep forth 
Into the open field, while th' crafty Fox 
Lurks in the buſhes to devour cur Flocks, 
And Wolves cf Romulus are groivn ſo bold, 
To fright the hilly Sheep ev nin their Feld? 


Doſt thou not know what crops the Plagne has made 


And, Sampſon-like, heaps upon heaps has laid ? 
That if Heavens wrathful Anger thus-proceed, 
There will no Flocks be left for thee to feed, 
London has ſent up ſuch a darkning ſmoak, 

And ſhall it too the Angels voices choak ? 

Shall it make Clcuds ſo thick and dark, that we 
Shall never more thy publick Cenſers ſee? 

'Tis Sacriledge to rcb the Church ; and thence 


tention, by way of Letter, betwee 
Mr. Wanly, a fon of che Church; & Dr. Wild,a Nonconformilt. 


But why ſhould thou, kind ſoul, be in ſuch fear, 


That plump Lycew ſhould grow lean this year ? 
Haſt thou forgot how fatal the Grape-ſtone 
Did whilom prove to poor Anacreon ? 

Which of the Mmaſes, or the Graces all, 

Did ere for Clarer or Canary call ? 

Is it not ſung by the Venetian Swain 


How the brisk Wine gives horns to the poor man? 


And if you have not greater care,no doubt 
Yon'i find the Claret will revive your Got, 
And then we ſhall hear thy Gooſe. gag/ing yaul 
Cry out for help to ſave thy Pedejinlt . 

Then we (hall (ce thee, ſanding on one foot, 
PraQtiſe worſe tunes than Organs ever twor. 
This is a vain preſage,thou ſay'R ; the Dead 
Have out-liv'd this, and have no Gowt to dread. 


Bit art thou dead indeed ? Though dead thou art, 


Heark how the dead mans bum does let a fart. 
When as my baſhtul Muſe did to thee come, 
'Tivas not ſo kindly done to turn thy bum; 
To vote her of the Babyloniſh Crew ; 

And ſet the Furies on her with ha-l09. 

This *ris to gad abroad, *cis juſt upon her ; 


Had Dina kept at home, ſhee'd ſav'd her Hoyer, 


But I'm thy Son, and mult corrected be; 

But why then doſt thou turn thy bam to me ? 
Doſt think thy Son ſo ſang#ine & inſano, 

To probe thee with a Filtula ix Ano, 

This I ſhould leave to any of the Crew, 

You may believe me though I were a Few, 

And may Ty breath be (till perfum'd, why not ? 
Since dead Corps (mell when they begin to rot, 


And he whoſe Muſe ſuch wondrous heigh $ did 
(fly, 


That it Ccidſeem to top the very Sky; 
An4 though he may have reaſon to be proud, 
Inſtead cf Juno did imbrace a Cloud ; 
May he reſume King Davids Harp anc play 
The Tarentu!' of difcontent aways 

If Denham has (o fouly been beiray'd, 
And his [cloſure *gaintt his will ſwrvey'd: 
May he recover all his Wits and more, 
And with ſuch keen [ambicks brand the ##bore, 
That all may dread it worſe than loſs of life, 
To turn a Poet frantick for his Wife. 


Poor Davenant's Noſe it ſeems is grovn ſo (ore, 


It ſcarcely will abide one ſmart Je{t more. 


Well may the br:dge be down, when Time doth 
(meet 


To preſs it with his Sa:tyr cloven. feer, 

And thou with thy Apecepes art wont 

To ſcatter balls of thy #1/d-fire upon't. 
Bur ſhall I not, kind #i/4, remember thee, 

Who haſt bequeath'd me ſuch a Legacie ? 

'Tis thine for life, we know thy ſubtile head; 

Wills have no force till the Teſtator's dead ; 

And that none can have ought by thy bequeſt 

Till thou art better dead than in a Jeſt: 

Nor would I that in tenderneſs to me 

Thou ſhouldlt (ſpe thine own ſufficiencie ; 

Enjoy it freely, ſince thcu haſt it wed : 

'Tis Inceſt to aſcend the Fathers bed. 

What though thou ownlt me for thy ſanguine Child; 

Yet I have not ſo much my Sire of #/d, 

And thus far is thy Fry'r able to ſee 

His Covent's better than thy Nanner:e. 

He $ loving too, 'tis true, he nothing gives, 

As thou, at his deceaſe, but while he lives 

All theſe good wiſhes, ſuch as he can ſpare, 

And if thou haſt them, will help mend thy fare. 
May every Knight ebout us, that's inclind, 

Be unto thee, as Sir Fobn Baber, kind, 


Since you have ſtole your ſelf, whats your offence? Ten Silver Crowns let each of them ſend thee, 


When the white Harveſt for more Reapers cryes, 
Hoiv canſt thou freely fit and remporize ? 
So Stars reſerve themſelves for pitchy night, 
When Phebxs pouders all his locks with light, 
So feral Birds delight to fit alone, 
Till the dayes glories are packt up and gone, 
So Roſes fall in June when froſts are paſt, 
And on dull earth lye bluſhing out their laſt, 
So the Muſician ſmothers his Sol fa, 
When he's entreated or to fing orplay. —__ 
So when the fierce Bellona's Drums do beat, 
Who has no mind to fight, ſeeks his retreat, 
And ſo I've (cen a long miſivonted Lyre 
Sigh its own Dirge with its own broken wire, | 
And ſeems to ſhiv'r at thidownfal cf Pauls quire, 
Say we not well, Agues will have their courle ? 
Yes, yes, they mult remember with remorſe 


And be ſo paid for all in Ver/e as he. 

May the poor Scholar n2're want Surdays Pudding, 
When he's not like to preach for 't on the ſnddex, 
May thy afflicted Toe ne're feel the Gout ; 

Or if it muſt, ler the Dutch have a Reowt ; 

That thou maitt yet (at leaſt) once more proteſt 
That Recipe wants no Probatum eff, 

Mailt thou next ſend me hat is worth thy Pen; 
Atay I have brains to anſwer it agen. 

May all that are of ſ::ch good wiſhes tullen, 

Live till their good Friends bury them in #Woolen, 


Dr. Wild to Mr. Wanley. 


Oneſtly done however, though the Stuff 
You ſent be courſe,the meaſures large enough, 


The Ivy Garland's withering, dearth of Liquer, The firſt Cup thou begaolt I could rot paſs, 
That would make Capt Mortanm the quicker, The Wine was biisk, and in alittle glaſs; 


— —_———] _ 
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But now to pledge thee I am not enclin'd, 
You Sons 0th Church ate for _—— I find. 
Prithee leave cf, for thou haſt lo free 
In ſending ſuch a br:mmer unto me, 
That Sanday laſt, long of that frolick bout, 
Thy Pariſh bad but balf « g/:ff I doubt. 
Behdes the dripk « ſmall,you've chang'd your gil, 
I with you'd kept it in your bogs-bead ſill. 
Yet, upon better Tat 094 ſmall drink is fie 
To cool the ftomack, though not help the wit ; 
And that might be thy cale : for certainly 
Thoſe ſalt bits I had ſent thee mde thee dry, 
Or fick,, which made thee drink ſmall drink, and 
To caſt them undigeſted up again. (train 
Twelve lines return'd the very ſame, that I 
Muſt call the Hicksp, rather than Reply ; 
Or, by rebounding of my words, I diead 
There is ſome Eccbo in thine empty bead : 
O: rather thou my Cocky: art, and (0 
The young one learneth of the old to crow, 
Nay, my brave Bird, thou dateſt ſpur and peck, 
I with that Shreveride hazard not thy neck, 
Now prithee Ch:ck beware, for though I find 
That thou art right and cf the fighting kind, 
Yet thou art not my Ma:ch, and ſoon wilt feel 
My Gout lies in my Toe, rotin my Heel. 
Take this advice before you mean to fighr, 
Get your Comb c#?, and I:ave your treading Quite. 
Thy Barber, or his Wife, if ke ſhould fail, 
Has Skill to clip thy wings, and trim thy tayl ; 
And thereby hangs another Tay!, I find 
Thy ſubiile roſe hath got my breech iih* wid, 
If thou cart catch poor farts that Priſon break, 
A notable Bumoal ff thou wilt make, 
Hark, hatk, ſailt thou, he ler @ fart ! what thoyuch ? 
It breatts forth no Sadition, Sir, I row; D 
Nor is there any Statutz of our Naticn 
That ſayes, in five miles of a Corporation 
If any Outed-mars a Fart ſhould vent, 
Taat you thould apprehend the Inroccerr. 
If you ſo ſoon could Imeil the Pouder- Per, 
What had you iaid if I had bullers thor ? 
Eye man! cur months were Itpped long a90, 
And ivould you have us Glent too below ? 
But I diſplaid z»y bum before thine eyes 
Knkindly thou (ailty I ſay otherwiſe; 
For there thou mightlt have thy reſemblance took, 
Dead mens d.ind cheeks Co very Wanley look. 
And for the crack it gave, that cid but mind thee 
To ſtrive to leave a goed report behind thee, 
A«for the gal voich 10 your Ink appears, 
That in our Suffering: we are Volumeers ; 
I'lz not ſay much, 1 nave more wit taan ſo, 
'T is ſcurvy jeiting with e{g-:ools T know: 
But Sir, 'tis craelty iD you, ro whip 
Ycur Brothers back, Which you did help to ſtrip. 
Yet thus your Grandhre Levi did betore, 
Who kild thoſe, whom his Cov'nant bad made ſore. 
And you know Who they were that gave the blow, 
And then cry'd, Prophefie who ſmote thee [« ? 
\We durlt not keep our Livings for cur lives, 
But they muſt nerds go whons the Devil drives, 
Yea, bu: we left our Harveſt, left our Sheep, 
And, would not work in one, nor th' cher keep, 
I anſwer. No great Harveſt yet appears, 
I'm ſure your Churches hang but thiz with ears, 
And though the Foxes breed, what need you care, 
When-as your Shepherds ſich Fox-catchers are. 
For pardon, Sir, my ſerious ſoul now cryes, 
Your knocking me did make this froth to riſe, 
Orce tor my Age, Profeliion and Degree, 
To fool thus is enough, and Twice for thee. 
Thus great Ettates d'1mprudent owners may, 
When ſtikd at Ticktack, ſoon be plaid aivay. 
Let's wind this folly up 1n this laſt ſheer, 
And friendly part, as we did friend/y meer, 
Yet,to requite thy Legacy to me, 
Accevr thts Litany | fend to thee. 
Alan thy rich Parts with ſaving Grace (e jojn'd, 
As D.amonds in Rings of Gold enſhrin'd ; 
May he that made thy Stars, create a Sphear 
Of heaten!y frame of life, and fix them there ; 
Aay tha b e5t Life credit Conformirtic, 
And mak, even Puritans to honony thee, 
Afaiſt thou 19 Christ ſuch ſtore of Converts bring) 
T hat h: nho/: p/ace thou fill'#, for joy may ſing. 
May God loxe yon, and you love God anaum 
And may the;c Prayers of mine not be 1n Vain, 


—  _  —-—— <__— 


L:nden, Piinted in the Year, 169, 
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